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Chapter 1
Chapter Text
“Ow shit” Ashley swore as the vial in her arm slowly filled with crimson liquid. “shouldn’t feel a thing my ass” she scowled at the nurse, recalling the words spoken just moments earlier. There was a second sharp pain as the needle was removed. The nurse’s hands worked quickly but lacked the deftness of a practiced medical professional. A bandage was slapped onto her arm haphazardly around where she had been pricked, leaving Ashley unconvinced the nurse had covered the wound left by the needle. Ashley watched the woman as she turned away, securing the blood sample in a large metal briefcase holding the numerous other samples taken from the residents of their apartment. Her task completed; the woman moved onto drawing Andrew’s blood next.

Ashley’s annoyance with the nurse quickly turned to rage as she took Andrew’s arm, her Andy’s arm. She ground her teeth as she saw the woman grip with enough force to turn the pale skin beneath her glove a slight shade of pink. Further infuriated when the hand was removed and the impression left behind on Andrew’s skin could still be seen. The marks were fading quickly but it did little to curb Ashley desire to reach out and press her fingers into her brother’s arm, to leave her own marks, preferably with her nails so she could break his skin. She wanted to destroy any trace that this woman had ever laid a finger on him. Despite her anger she was determined to behave. If they were indeed full of deadly parasites, she’d let this woman run whatever tests were needed, even if it meant having to let the floozy lay her hands all over Ashley’s property.

“So, when will we be let out of here?” Andrew asked as the blood began to flow into the vial. He seemed disinterested in the process, content to look elsewhere in the room. In contrast Ashley watched with rapt fascination, observing Andrew’s essence as it filled the sample. The way it swirled and sloshed was enough to keep her absolutely captivated.

“We’ll have the results of your bloodwork by tomorrow. If you test negative, we can let you out as soon those results are filed into the system.” The nurse was already placing Andrew’s sample into her metal briefcase, Ashley had yet to take her eyes off it. She was overcome with a sudden urge to snatch the vial from the woman’s hands, to take it for herself. Ashley wanted it, she needed it, she deserved it. She would store it away in her room forever, another part of Andy she could keep to herself. He had more blood, they could take another sample, she’d even let that harlot put her hands on her brother again.

“And if we test positive?” Andrew asked interrupting Ashley’s feverish dream. She felt a tingle in her spine as she registered the annoyance in her brother’s voice. She wanted to hear more, for him to raise his voice and shout, wanted him to scream at the woman, tell her to get lost.

Describing Ashley as possessive wouldn’t quite be doing her infatuation with her brother justice, that fact was not lost on her. But even she recognized that her need for control had skyrocketed these past twenty-four hours. When news of the water parasite infestation had broke, and the family learned of the need for quarantine, Ashley was filled with a panic she had never felt before. The thought that she might have had to quarantine without her Andy had almost sent her into a unrecoverable spiraling frenzy. It wasn’t until Andrew had reassured her that he had also drank the water that she was able to obtain some level of calmness.

Their parents on the other hand, had vehemently denied having ever touched the contamination. Well, their mother had been the one doing all the denying, their father had been too busy pretending not to notice the argument as he packed the car, gathering the couple’s things for a nearby motel that their mother had already booked. They were gone shortly, leaving the two siblings behind without any fanfare and barely a goodbye. The brief feelings of abandonment and betrayal had been swept away by the euphoria of having realized that the quarantine would be just her an Andrew. Andy and Leyley.

Ashley had been waiting for the moment for it to become a reality, craving it. Terrified that she might wake up from a dream. Worse was the idea that Andy might get taken from her at the last moment, forced to quarantine in a separate apartment. Worse yet was the idea that he might ask for separate space himself. Ashley did her best to push those thoughts away, but they never stayed away for long.

The nurse arrived shortly after their parents had left for the motel and performed a series of tests that had quickly burned through all of Ashley’s patience. She wanted this nurse gone. But unusual for Ashley, she was behaving herself. She wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize things until the moment the door swung shut for the last time, signaling the quarantine, the moment Andy was trapped.

You won’t even have to choose Andy Ashley thought sweetly to herself I’ll be your only choice.

The nurse shrugged “If you test positive, you’ll find out what happens then”. Without another word she packed up her things and headed for the door.

“Hey what the hell does that mean?” Andrew shouted angrily after her.

It was all too much for Ashley. The moment she had been anticipating was finally approaching. Her heart skipped a beat with every step the nurse took. Andrew was continuing with a new line of expletives after the woman. He took a few steps after her but stopped when he was level with Ashley.

“Hey, you dumb bitch answer me! We have questions. Stay damn you!”

You may have questions, but I don’t fucking care. Ashley thought, she wanted this woman gone. Leave damn you!

As if reading her mind, The nurse pushed the door open dragging her cart of medical supplies behind her. She did her best to avoid making any further eye contact with the siblings, refusing to lift her eyes from the task at hand.

And then it happened, the moment Ashley had been craving with such anticipation. She felt the thunk of the door closing. The shockwave of it reverberated through her whole body leaving her feeling lightheaded. It was here, Andy was finally trapped, she had him all to herself. Then, she heard something she never expected, a second thunk this time like something sliding into place.

It couldn’t be, surely she had imagined that second noise just now. Ashley’s vision was almost turning blurry, desperately she wanted to reach for the door to test the handle. The quarantine was important, but the government wouldn’t have locked them inside, right? The idea made her head swim, she had only ever imagined that their confinement would be self-imposed. The thought that they might be forcibly held here with no means with which Andy could use to escape her was almost enough to make her drool.

There was a silence that hung in the room like a heavy weight, Andrew must have heard the same noise and come to the same conclusion. Ashley didn’t know what he was thinking but she willed her body to move, to try the doorknob and see if they were now well and truly stuck, but her legs refused to budge. Despite her body feeling virtually weightless, her feet felt like they had both been replaced by massive cinderblocks and glued to the floor. Andrew was the first to move, he made his way to the door slowly, as if it was taking him a great effort to do so.

Her dependable Andy, she could always count on him when she faltered, to do all the things she needed when it mattered. He exerted pressure on the door. There was a rattle, a shake, and a push but the door didn’t budge. “Hey what the fuck you can’t lock us in here like this!” Andrew shouted, pounding on the now locked door. It was all too much for Ashley, she felt her knees give out and the floor rushed to meet her.

She wasn’t sure what happened next. Her vision had gone black, the only thing she could hear was a buzzing between her ears, but she could feel it. Like blazing fire across her skin, she could feel fingers grabbing at her, Andy’s fingers. She could feel him, one hand on her waist the other underneath her arm. Despite the contact coming through the outside of her clothes the heat was almost unimaginable. She felt her body adjust, what must have been the coolness of the refrigerator press into her back as Andrew gently propped her up. He was saying things now, but the ringing had yet to go away. The hand under her arm let go and Ashley immediately craved the return of its blazing warmth against her again. Her wants were satiated as Andrew’s hand brushed against her forehead. The heat was unimaginable, like third degree burns across her face that she inescapably had to have more of. With the obstruction of clothes gone the skin-to-skin contact was enough to send her into overdrive, her consciousness crashing back to reality.

“-not even a minute in, are you being serious right now?” Andrew’s tone was scolding but Ashley could see the concern in his eyes. His free hand was held close to his face, the second knuckle of his index finger pressed against his slightly pursed lips, he had a nervous habit of biting into it when stressed. Ashley could still feel the heat from the back of his fingers resting on her forehead, they weren’t as hot as they were moments ago, but she could still feel the warmth seep through her whole body. His fingers trailed their way down the side of her face, his knuckles coming to a rest on her cheek bone. “Damn, Ashley you’re really hot”.

“Oh, Andy you’re such a hound dog” Ashley’s voice sounded hoarse lacking her usual bravado.

Andrew snapped his hand back “Don’t think I’ll let you get away with that just because you’re sickly. No Andy.” he tied to keep a stern expression, but his resolve was short lived as concern crept its way back into his facial expressions “You feeling okay? you don’t think it’s the-”

“I’m fine” she said cutting him off. She had been so caught up in the elation of the quarantine news that she had yet to stop and consider that there might actually be some consequences that resulted from a stomach full of parasites. It wasn’t a thought she necessarily wanted to dwell on, not now at least. “Just lightheaded”. Ashley brought her knees to her chest steadying herself further, enjoying the cold spread across her body as she pressed more of her back into the fridge.

“Should I call the nurse?” Andrew asked, his knuckle now secured squarely between his front teeth, only removing it to talk. “Though I doubt she’s in any mood to come back and help us”.

“No” Ashley shook her head violently, she finally had her Andy, she wouldn’t let anyone violate her sanctuary so soon. “I’m okay, think I just need some fresh air”. Andrew got to his feet extending a hand for her. Ashley looked up and realized with a start the line of red running down his arm.

“That dumb bitch didn’t even cover up your stab wound.”

Andrew looked at the blood on his arm with mild surprise “Stab wound is a bit extreme, its barely a prick.”

“I don’t care what you call it, it needs to be covered.”

“You literally just fainted Ashley” Andrew said clearly exasperated. “One battle at a time please”

“Fine, lets grab some band aids from the bathroom, take care of it and then we can go outside.”

Andrew let loose a groan into both of his hands, knowing it wasn’t worth the effort of trying to win an argument once Ashley had made up her mind “I’ll go get them, you stay here”.

At this Ashley didn’t complain, her legs still felt like Jell-O, and she wasn’t sure she could support her own weight yet. She sat trying to collect herself as Andrew rummaged around in the bathroom. Andrew hadn’t been lying, she was hot, she could feel sweat pour from all parts of her body. Her clothes felt sticky, flyaway hairs from her ponytail stuck to the back of her neck and ears.

Andrew returned shortly, holding the items he had gone to search for along with a few others Ashley couldn’t quite see from her sitting position, her brother placed them on the dining room table and extended a hand to Ashley a second time, the opposite arm this time. She took it without complaint and rose slowly, still somewhat surprised by how much she needed to use Andrew for support. Even once fulling standing, she still leaned into him, unsure if her legs had the strength to get her across the room.

“This is what I was talking about.” Andrew sighed, bending his knees slightly such that he could support Ashley better. “You’re a mess and you’re busy worrying about a tiny cut in my arm.”

“. . . Sorry” Ashley whispered quietly, lying right into Andrew’s ear. Truth be told she had planned to fake something like this from the start. To feign worry or panic and lean on Andy for support, slowly pressuring him until he caved and would so gently reassure her that everything would be okay. It would all be so easy now with their mother gone. All those rules put in place when they were kids, all those times they were told to separate. Andrew had agreed back then, of course he had, that was the responsible thing to do. But now their mother was gone, and Ashley would systematically tear down every wall that woman had but up between them, everything between her and her Andy.

Presently she found it quite convenient that she didn’t have to fake relying on Andrew for support, her legs felt truly that weak. As they made their way slowly across the room, she was confident she could not have done so with her brother supporting half of her mass. Each step was more dizzying than the last. They separated briefly as Andrew unlocked the door with the balcony key before Ashley returned her weight to his shoulder. He guided her outside, gingerly placing her into one of the awning chairs they kept on the balcony. The outside air wasn’t as cool as she had hoped, fall was soon around the corner, but the summer heat remained dominant today leaving the evening air warm and humid.

“Stay here” Andrew instructed before returning inside. It was so cute when he tried to order Ashley around, a futile effort most of the time but she let him have this one, she didn’t really have the strength to disobey even if she wanted. He returned after just moments carrying the supplies. “Here, lean back” he gently gripped her shoulder and pulled her backwards reclining the chair slightly. He must have fetched an ice pack from the freezer as he had gently placed the paper towel wrapped instrument on her forehead. “Can I have the light?” He asked, holding the icepack in place with his hands such that Ashley was free to fetch around in her pockets. She handed it to him wordlessly and he muttered his thanks in return. She closed her eyes, trying to enjoy the sensation of the icepack, its coolness a welcome relief. She listened to the sounds around her. There were cars driving about, most people probably coming to or returning from dinner, a dog barking faintly in the distance, and the gentle ch ch sound of the lighter as Andrew sparked a cigarette.

Ashley hadn’t been a big proponent of the habit at first. The smell had bothered her and the smoke itself tickled her nose whenever Andrew annoyingly blew it in her face. Her opinion had changed the first time their mother caught Andrew with one. She remembered her mother scolding him endlessly and without mercy, that had been enough to sway Ashley’s opinion. It was a matter of principle, she refused to agree with her mother on anything, least of all about matters concerning Andrew. Additionally, her change of heart had given her something to bond with her brother over.

The siblings had come to an arrangement. Ashley would help him hide the habit so long as she was allowed to accompany him whenever he “went for a stroll” as Andrew put it. Their stroll, if it could be called that, consisted of a measly single turn around the outside corner of the building, ensuring that they couldn’t be seen from their apartment balcony. Other than that, it was quite an exposed hiding spot, Ashley was sure nearly all the occupants of the complex were aware of Andrews secret. Some had tried to stop and talk on their way inside but between Ashley’s generally bitchy attitude and Andrew's tendency to not breath a word between puffs most people learned to leave them alone. Her mother had been slightly opposed to the siblings sneaking off together so frequently, but she had relented most of the time, finding the argument not worth the effort.

Like all things in their relationship the tentative agreement had been touch and go at times. On more than one occasion Andrew had snuck off on his own, violating the terms. In retaliation Ashley would tattle to their mother who would then in turn, force Andrew to throw out everything he had remaining. Andrew would quit for a while but was always unable to fully stay away from his precious cancer sticks and the cycle would repeat. It wasn’t a pleasant experience for any party. Ashley hated having to go to her mother for help, Andrew was a bitch when he was fiending for a smoke, and their mother hated having to do anything that might be considered parenting, but in the end, Ashley deemed it was necessary. Andrew’s addiction would always get the best of him, without fail he’d come crawling back to her. Asking to strike up the deal again, promising he wouldn’t sneak off on his own this time. She never believed him, but she always took him back.

“Hope you like the view” Andrew said breathing out smoke before handing back the lighter. As part of their most recent terms Ashley had only agreed if she was the designated keeper of any lighter Andrew owned, he had argued at first but relented in the end. It was almost a moot point now that they were stuck together without the watchful eyes of their parents, but Ashley appreciated him returning it all the same “Only thing we’ll get to see until they let us out” Ashley briefly opened her eyes. From her reclined position she saw Andrew and the evening sky but none of the features below. She could easily picture it in her mind though, one large parking lot surrounded by 3 other complexes, a single exit road that led to the main thoroughfare. “a lot less cars down there than normal” He spat this time after his latest pull “lucky bastards”. Ashley had to disagree, she felt like the lucky one.

“Any grand plans now that we’re prisoners in our own home?” She asked through lidded eyes watching Andrew as he smoked.

“No idea” he waved dismissively with his free hand “ . . . should’ve stopped by the library instead of the convenience store”. He had made a mad dash this morning to run and buy a carton of smokes before their enforced confinement. He sighed “think I’ll give writing a try, poetry maybe” Ashley couldn’t help but let out a slight snort. “What?” Andrew snapped defensively.

“Nothing, it’s just exactly the type of dorky answer I knew you would give.”

He made an annoyed face “And what about you, doubt you have anything better planned.”

Ashley shrugged “My only plans were to continuously annoy you until you slowly went insane and killed us both in a murder suicide”

Andrew’s grin was wicked sharp “Fantastic start so far. You got a time frame you’re hoping to meet? Few days, end of next week? Just trying to know how long I should hold out to ensure your annoyed with me when you die.”

Ashley laughed effortlessly “I’m pretty flexible. Figured I can just throw the rest of your cigarettes over the balcony at any point, and we’ll have two, maybe three days left to live max”.

Andrew made a mock aghast face “you wouldn’t.”

Ashley shrugged “You never know, better do you best to make sure I don’t get bored while we’re stuck here.”

“that’d be cruel, even by your standards Ashley” Andrew said behind a nervous laugh, clearly unsure how serious the joke was.

Ashley ignored him, “Now let me see your arm” half ordering half asking, “you still need to get that covered.” She sat up removing the ice pack from her face. Andrew took another pull of his cigarette before grumbling his compliance. She watched him flick the smoke over the balcony as he made his way towards her. He pulled the second chair closer to Ashley, sat in it and presented his shoulder to her by rolling up the sleeve with his opposite hand.

Ashley could see there wasn’t as much blood as she had originally thought now that his arm was closer. It was of little concern though, they both knew she was overreacting, but this is what she wanted. This feeling that the mere closeness of him gave her in her chest. How it felt when she was enveloped in smell. The mix of sweat, cologne, and cigarettes was enough to make her dizzy on normal occasions. The additional scent of his blood made it downright intoxicating. Too intoxicating.

She carefully peeled the back of the bandage, revealing the adhesive to the humid air. With her opposite hand she grabbed his arm mirroring the grip pattern used by the nurse from earlier. The slight discoloration from the other woman’s grasp had long past by now but Ashley didn’t care. Her mind was fueled by the need to reclaim what was hers. Andrew looked at her with his eyebrows slightly raised, in moments like these she wondered how well her brother could decipher her true intentions. He had a habit of being both incredibly perceptive and equally dimwitted, sometimes Ashley was truly impressed by the dichotomy.

“Don’t you need to clean it first” Andrew said staring down “at least wipe the blood up or something.”

“Don’t worry I’ve got it all figured out” she whispered just loud enough for him to hear. Without warning she leaned in and ran her tongue up the length of his arm. Her tongue greedily lapping the blood away from his skin, Andrew’s iron flavor filling her mouth as she experienced an ecstasy like no other. When her tongue was finished, the shock value gave her just enough time to put the band aid in place, completing the objective.

Andrew reeled back in disgust “What the fuck was that, Ashley?”

“Just a bit first aid”

“A bit of first-” Andrew had to stop himself “What the fuck is wrong with you”.

“Look Andy” She said sticking out her crimson stained tongue “You’re inside your cute little sister’s mouth, bet you’ve dreamed of this”.

“You need to get your fucking head checked” He huffed storming off “for five whole minutes I thought this quarantine with you might just be bearable” He slammed the door making his way inside leaving Ashley alone on the balcony.

She pulled her feet up onto the chair, hugging her knees closer to her chest. Andrew’s words had stung more than she cared to admit but she didn’t regret her actions. There was no telling how long their solitary would last, she needed to make every day trapped here count for something. Ashley would break his resolve, it was only a matter of time, time she didn’t know if she would have. But she had to try, had to make Andrew hers again. Once those doors were reopened Ashley knew Andrew would just go running back to that skank he called his girlfriend.

She bit her thumb, that had reminded her that she had some phone calls to make later, she’d have to wait for Andrew to be asleep. That dumb bitch, who did she think she was. Ashley refused to even think of her by her name most of the time. She thought Andrew was over dating bimbos. Didn’t he know Ashley wouldn’t allow it. She’d chase off any slut that tried to take him away, no matter how many times she had to do it.

His girlfriend before this one, Miranda, had been a real piece of work. Even looking past Ashley’s skewed perspective of other women, it was evident what that bitch had wanted from him. Skimpy tight clothes, unable to keep her hands off him, and eyes that just screamed “Fuck me”, she had truly made Ashley’s blood boil. She had been so enraged it had nearly left her indecisive on how to scare the cunt off. Unable to decide between any of her usual fear tactics, Ashley simply decided why not do them all. She had devised, planned, and organized the single most horrendous weekend imaginable down to the last minute, she was going to inflict as much emotional damage as she could on this skank. But then the day before her plan went into action Andrew came home fuming mad.

Ashley couldn’t recall her brother ever being that furious, both before and after that event. He had screamed at everything and everyone that night, including their parents, which were usually uninvolved bystanders when it came to their fights. In his rage he had made one crucial mistake. He had gone and picked his usual fight with Ashley whenever his relationships failed. He had blamed her, said it was all her fault for pushing every girl away. That was when Ashley thought she had finally won, the moment she thought Andrew could well and truly be hers. She hadn’t sabotaged their relationship, not yet anyway, but Andrew had blamed her all the same. It was all the evidence Ashley needed. She had burrowed deep enough into his skin that he couldn’t look at another woman without seeing her face. Or so Ashley had thought.

Because months later he was dating that bitch Julia, and all of Ashley’s assuredness was gone again. Even just thinking of the name filled her with rage. How dare she call Ashley a friend, friends didn’t go around stealing brothers. How stupid could this whore be, hadn’t she learned from _ _ _ _’s death not to fucking touch him. On top of that she had proved more resilient than first thought. Having not broken under any of Ashley’s cruel tricks thus far, all she could hope for was that a combination of threating voicemails and forced separation would be enough to dismantle her brother’s relationship with that bitch for good.

It would be enough, she reassured herself. She had to believe in her plan. That Andy would be hers, that he’d never leave her again. Ashley understood him better than anyone, better than himself, she was the only one who could truly make him happy. They went everywhere together, did everything together, that’s why it had to be her, why she wouldn’t let anyone steal him away, even now that inseparableness had fated them to be locked away together.

The thought led her mind down a dangerous path. It allowed for a sick disgusting doubt to take hold in Ashley’s heart. A doubt so powerful that she truthfully regretted pushing Andrew away. She got to her feet shakily, surprised by how dark it had gotten. She had originally intended to just wait Andrew out. One cigarette wasn’t going to cut it and she had expected him to return to the balcony shortly after his outburst. She didn’t like being the one who caved first but she didn’t care, she needed to confront him, to feel him in her hands. Her doubt squeezed her chest like a vice grip, her throat felt constricted. She flung open the door and ran inside screaming her brother’s name “Andy” she cried over and over “Andy please”.

He was inside sprawled out on the couch staring at the ceiling, sulking to himself. He rose quickly, startled by his sister’s sudden and erratic intrusion. But the worry in his face was soon replaced by an annoyance. She threw herself at him, but he held her at arm’s reach “No I’m not playing these fucking games with you Ashley. I’m not going to feel like the bad guy just because you come back crying every time I’m pissed off.”

“Please Andy this is important”

“Enough of the fucking Andy. I don’t want to hear it.”

“What if only one of us test positive?” she said the words tumbling out of her. “What if only one of us has to stay and the other gets to go.”

Andrew removed his arms from Ashley so he could rub his face with both hands “That’s what’s got you so upset? How would that even be possible?” He said speaking through his fingers “we talked about it this morning. We both used the water to brush our teeth and had a glass from the sink with breakfast. If one of us has it, we both have it.” The thought did little to sway Ashley’s fear and Andrew must have been able to read it in her face as he continued in his same angry tone. “On top of that you literally just drank some of my blood, that sounds like a pretty good way to contract a contagious parasite”.

“What if I’m the only one who was positive” she whispered, her voice sounding shrill to her ears. “If you were negative and I was positive your blood wouldn’t do shit” words were pouring out as soon as she thought them in her head, removing any filter between her racing mind and Andrew “Your probably counting the fucking seconds till your rid of me” she said working herself into frenzy “Your just here placating your annoying sister so I won’t get mad when your results come back clean and you run off to fuck that bitch and leave me here by myself.”

“You are so God damn annoying” Andrew growled through gritted teeth “I’m stuck here same as you. I’m not going anywhere.”

“I don’t fucking believe you” She shouted grabbing him by the front of the shirt “This is just going to be a big old honeymoon for you and that skank bitch of yours, isn’t it? Bet you just can’t wait till I’m stuck in here so you can run off and fuck her worry free.”

“Ashley would you-”

“Shut the hell up” she interrupted pulling him closer till he was down to her height. They were nearly face to face and Andrew’s green eyes flared with a rage that matched her own “I bet you lied about everything, I bet you didn’t even drink any water today”. Andrew’s eyes lost their edge for just a moment, glancing away for the briefest of seconds looking down and to right. Ashley knew her brother well enough to see an admission of guilt.

“You lying sack of shit!” She lashed out, striking his face with her clenched fist. Her hand hurt instantly, but she knew it had to have hurt Andrew more. Relentlessly she grabbed him by his hair as he doubled over, driving her knee into his gut once she had done so. She cocked her leg back again, ready to drive it into him a second time, but her brother spun away before she could make contact. Ashley turned, following his movements but was too slow. By the time she realized what was happening she couldn’t react.

SMACK!

There was a silence that followed as she held a hand to her face. Andrew had hit her. Soft dependable Andy had smacked her in the face with all his might and left her reeling. “I am so fucking over your bullshit” he said taking a step forward. Ashley couldn’t move. For the first time in her life, she was seeing Andrew in a different light. He put his hands on her, grabbing her by the shoulders and roughly threw her to the floor.

She landed ass first her momentum spilling her onto her back. She sat up quickly, Andrew already approaching menacingly. “All you ever fucking do is torment me” she crawled backwards frantically, trying to put space between them. This wasn’t her brother, Andy had never hit her, he wasn’t capable of those things, at least not to Ashley. He was standing over her now, she couldn’t back up any further the couch was in the way “How many times have I told you huh?” Ashley tried to stand using the couch for leverage, but Andrew gave her another shove before she could extend to her full height. She flopped sideways into the love seats. “I chose you!” he roared pouncing on top of her in a heartbeat. One hand already grabbing and binding both her wrists together. “I chose you, time and time again I chose you, I’ve chosen you every damn time I’ve ever had a choice to make. I am so exhausted of hearing you talk like I’m just waiting to leave you.”

“Bullshit” she hissed. With both her hands restrained Ashley relied on the only defense available to her and spat at Andrew’s face. She was pleased when she hit her mark with surprisingly accuracy “Hah, hope that you don’t get infected from that you little bitch.”

Andrew slowly wiped his face with his free hand. When he removed it, Ashley could see the venom in his eyes. She understood in that moment, this wasn’t her Andy anymore, this was Andrew. Her years of torment having finally perhaps gone too far. She tried to thrash underneath him and break free, but his grip was too firm. Andrew’s entire body held her in place like a vice grip as she struggled fruitlessly beneath him. Had Andrew always been this strong? Had she really underestimated him for so long? There was a flash of silver in front of her eyes that brought her squirming to an end, she froze, and her breath hitched in her throat as Andrew held the switch blade inches from her face.

“You want to be a bitch, that’s fine” He snarled “You want to call me a liar no matter how many times I’ve reassured your neurotic ass, that’s fine too” he swayed the blade back and forth from one side of her face to another, her eyes forced to track its movement. “But I don’t want to hear you crying about the consequences when they bite you in the ass. You want me to prove I’m not going anywhere? Fine, I can do that, stay fucking still.”

He let go of her hands, but Ashley’s body was still completely rigid. Part of her wanted to fight him, but another more dominant part was just willing to let this happen, her only wish was that it was Andy and not Andrew holding the knife. With the hand he had been using to hold her wrists earlier he grasped her chin and forcibly tilted her head to one side. Ashley could almost feel it now, the way the knife would rip through her throat, hot wet blood spilling out all over her body. It wasn’t ideal but she could tolerate it if it was Andrew, she was content to at least spend her final moments with him. Bitterly she hopped that her death might be mentally scaring enough that he’d swear off women, but she didn’t kid herself.

Andrew brought the knife down steadily with an almost surgeon's steadiness, she closed her eye’s waiting for the release of death. Instead, she felt the knife cut deeply into the soft tissue where her neck met her collar bone opposite of the way Andrew had tilted her face. The pain was blindingly intense, causing her to let out an unpleasant shriek. Was this his plan? Did he truly hate her enough to cut her over and over until she slowly bled out?

Clearly It wasn’t. For Andrew’s second attack came not from the knife but from his mouth. Ashley felt his teeth sink into her shoulder, his tongue rolling up and down the gash he had made in her skin, consuming her blood for himself this time. All the pain Ashley had felt vanished in an instant, replaced with a hot sticky ecstasy. She knew it should hurt more than it did, but she didn’t care. Andrew’s actions could only be described as animalistic, as she felt his teeth sink deeper around the wound. Her hands now free, grasped handfuls of his black curls as she pulled him into an embrace. She held his head tighter against her neck wanting him to bite deeper into her. Fuck it hurt so good.

He continued gnawing at her for what felt like eternity, yet when he did finally break away it still felt too soon. Her fingers refused to let go of his hair at first, but he gently took both of her hands into his own and detangled himself from her. She could see the mess left on his face, everything from the nose down was red, covered in Ashley’s own blood. He rolled off her, flopping to the ground with a heavy thud, his back to her as he leaned against the couch from the floor. They were both panting now, trying to catch their breath.

“There” Andrew said between ragged breaths “I’ve got whatever you got. I’ve got your stupid parasites along with all the other foul shit probably swirling around in your blood.” He took a few more deep breaths “They’d have to drag me out of this apartment Ashley.”

“I’d like to see them try” Ashley’s voice sounded pathetically weak. She had wanted to sound protective but the voice that came out was too shaky to exude any of the confidence required for that. Andy had left her a mess and she could do very little to hide it.

Slowly Andrew stood, refusing to turn and face her even once he was fully to his feet. “Here” he said placing something next to her on the couch without turning around. “I just. . . I’m . . .” She could tell he was struggling for words “It’s probably just better for you to hold onto this” he said finally. Ashley peeled her eyes from the ceiling, sitting up slightly so she could see the item Andrew had given her. It was the switch blade he had just used to cut her. Her hands gingerly curled around the weapon, unsure what to say.

“I’m going to go wash up and get some sleep” He said still refusing to look at her “You should probably do the same”. Ashley remained silent, still unsure of what to say. The sensation was a strange one to her. She almost always had something to say, may not have been the right thing to say, but at least it was something. She watched her brother as he trekked through the house, his footsteps heavy. He paused as he approached the bathroom, one hand resting on the doorframe.

“You’ve truly fucked up my life more than you could ever know” The words were spoken at no more than a whisper, but it felt like his mouth was inches from her ear “Any sane person would have left and never looked back a long time ago” He sighed, “I’m still here Leyley, and I’m not going anywhere. Don’t think you can get rid of me that easily.”

With that the bathroom door swung shut behind him leaving Ashley alone in the dark. She heard the shower water turn on. Andrew probably needed to cool off as much as he needed to rid her blood from his face. Ashley brought a finger up to her collar bone, feeling the wound. It was hard to make out the damage as it was placed awkwardly for her to see no matter how she tilted her head and there was still a lot of blood. It would probably hurt like a bitch in the morning but right now Ashley couldn’t feel a thing. Her fingers trailed up further towards her shoulder, feeling the bite marks in her skin.

Ashley’s lips curled into a smile. She had already picked out the perfect tank top for tomorrow, one that would perfectly show off the new badges torn into her skin. Her mind perfectly envisioned her brother’s flustered face in the morning. She rose to a fully sitting position, the effort was dizzying, most likely from the combination of blood loss and adrenaline pumping through what blood she had remaining. Once she felt steadier, she twisted her body, turning to face the door of their prison cell. Wondering what she had done to be so lucky.